The Tragedy of Hamlet 

\AU. Gentlemen. 

Horn. Good my Lord be quiet. 

, H * m - Why I will fight with him upon this theam 
Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Qttee. O rny fonne, what theame ? 

'Ham. I lov’d Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my lum : What wilt thou doe for her ? 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For love of God fbrbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds (hew me what thou’t doe, 

Woo t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft , woo’t teare thy 
Woo r drink up Efill,eat a Crocodile ? /fclfe 

lie doe t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 
a? cl ^ Ulcke with her, and fowill I ; 

And if thou prate ofmountaines, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground 
Cindginghis pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make OJfa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
lie rant as well as thou. 

S>uee. This is meere madnefle. 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him; ' 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cup lets are dilclos’d, 

Hjs filence will lit drooping. ^ 

Ham. Heareyou fir, , 

What is the rea fon that you ufe me thus ? ^ 

I Iov d you well, but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 

3 D °3 g r e wiJi have his day. Exit Hamlet 

Crrfnnfk 1 P y thee jg°°d H °ratio wait upon him. & Horatio . 

^ren thenyourpatiencem our iaft nights fpeech. 

Wee 11 put the matter to the prefent pufh. 
fbooaGertrard fet fome watch over your fonne, " . /• 

This Grave (hall have a living monument, ,r 

tvii u rC -° f qn i et thereb y fliall we fee, 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt- 

Enter 





<Prince of Dcnmarke." 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
ffaSo much for this fir, now (hall you fee the other; 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Her. Remember it my Lord ? 

Ham. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me deep, me thought I lay 
Worfe than the mutines in the Bilbo’s, rafhly, 

And prais’d berafhneffe for it ; let us know 
Ourindikretion lometimes ferves us well 
When our deep plots do fall , & that fhould learn US, 
There’s a divinity that (hapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is moft certaine. 

Ham.Up from my Cabbin, 

Myfea-gowne lcarft about me, in the darke 
Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire. 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
fMy feares forgetting manners ) to unfold 
Their grand Commiffion, where I found, Horatio > 

A royall knavery, an exa& command. 

Larded with many (everall forts of reafons. 

Importing Denmark^ health, and Englands 
With hoefuch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 

That on thefupervife, no leifure bated, 

No not to flay the grinding of the 
My head fhould be ftrooke off. 

Hora- Is’t poffible ? 

Ha. Here's the Commiffion, read it at more leifaro: 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

Hora. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with vil'laines* 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I fate me downe, 

Revis’d a new Commiffion, wrote it faire: 

I once did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

A bafeneffe to write faire , and labour’d much 
How to forge): that learning ; but fir now 
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